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when Mr. Gladstone could declare of Arthur in
the same " Idylls" that he "knew not where to look
in history or letters for a nobler or more over-
powering conception of man as he might be/' then
a reaction, however tenderly delayed, was inevit-
able. The uncritical note of praise is almost more
surely hurtful to a reputation than the uncritical
note of blame, for it makes a wound that it is much
harder to heal. Tennyson is now suffering from
the extravagant obsequiousness of his late Victorian
admirers. At the moment of which I am about, to
speak, Tennyson had published nothing since " The
Holy Grail/' and it was understood that he was
slightly startled by the arrival of Swinburne, Morris,
and the Rossettis on a stage which he, with Robert
Browning still very much in the background, had
hitherto sufficiently filled. But the vogue of these
new-comers was confined to the elect. In the world
at large Tennyson was the English living pott par
excellence, great by land and great by sea, the one
survivor of the heroic chain of masters.

It was the early summer of 1871, and I was
palely baking, like a crumpet, in a singularly
horrible underground cage, made of steel bars,
called the Den. This was a place such as no
responsible being is allowed to live in nowadays,
where the transcribers on the British Museum staff
were immured in a half-light. This cellar was
prominently brought forward a year or two later in
the course of a Royal Commission on the British
Museum, being " lifted into notice" only to be